restaurant, made for a side door opening on a narrow
vestibule which could be reached from the street through
another door. A staircase lit by a single blue globe led
down to the bar in the basement. It was still fairly empty,
Paul was standing behind the counter, where he was acting ;
as barman for a few minutes. He shook hands with the new
arrivals, without showing the slightest astonishment at
Flora's presence.

* What can I get you ? '

Yvette ordered three brandies, and as he was serving
them Paul advised Antoine to have a glass of champagne
instead. From vanity, and although he rather thought he
preferred champagne, Antoine had a brandy. Flora seemed
to have forgotten her sinister resolves. She followed all
Paul's movements with the look of a beaten dog, and when
he had filled her glass she thanked him in a humble voice and
with an obsequious smile. He, for his part, treated her
without any affectation of coldness or distaste, and spoke to
her quietly once or twice. But once, as she opened her
mouth to launch into an affectionate lament, he stopped her
with a look that made her wilt into her mink coat.

While watching Flora's behaviour, which seemed more
and more reassuring, Antoine now and again caught the eyes
of certain clients fixed on him with an expression of surprise.
* I know what is puzzling them,' he thought with rueful
humour: * they are wondering how such a shabby lad
comes to be sitting in a bar between two smart women/ His
youth oppressed him more and more. The mirror behind the
bar reflected a girlish face, as smooth and soft as a ripe fruit,
and a graceful and lamentably feminine neck. A man of
about thirty, sitting at the end of the bar, and wearing a
monocle, began to stare at him with a chilly and slightly
hostile eye. To keep himself in countenance Antoine
swallowed his glass of brandy at a single gulp, and soon felt

112